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He saw himself marched off, locked in a cell.
"Well, I'm not going to, not yet, anyhow. But, listen
»if I ever set eyes on you again, I will. If you come
within a mile of this place—"
"Oh, I won't, I won't." And Turgis certainly meant
it
"And you don't go back to that office, understand?
You don't go near it again. Keep right away from it.
Keep away from me altogether, see?"
"Yes, yes, yes," Turgis gasped, for now Mr. Golspie
had stopped shaking him, but was pulling him back-
wards through the sitting-room doorway, almost lifting
him bodily with that huge powerful grasp on his coat
shoulder.
"I don't ever want to see you again, unless it's in the
dock or the madhouse," said Mr. Golspie, throwing open
the door of the Sat with one hand, while with the other
he gave a violent twist and brought Turgis round in
front of him. "The very sight of you turns my stomach,
see? You understand? You're not going back to that
office, and you're not coming within a mile of this flat,
and you're going to keep out of my sight and you're going
to keep your nasty mouth shut too. You've been lucky
to-night, my God you have! But if ever I see you again,
you won't be lucky. So get out and bloody well stay out.
There!" And Mr. Golspie, spinning him round, released
his coat collar, put a hand in the small of his back, and
with a short run and a tremendous heave, sent him
sprawling down the stairs. He pitched forward badly,
banged his nose so hard that it bled, and was bruised,
but managed to pick himself up at the bottom and go
blindly along the hall to the front door.
He waited a minute outside, leaning dizzily against

